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Chapter | 


This is a work of fiction,dragged to the surface from the depths of my warped ickle mind. | cast no aspersions 
on the sexuality of both Jonathan Davis and Chester Bennington,or anyone else in this story. 


On The Road Again. 
By Cat O'Nine Tails 


When Perry Farrell re-launched Lollapalooza, one of the first bands he asked to play was KornNothing 
surprising about that-Korn were a great live band. Also on the bill was Linkin Park, brought on at Jonathan 
Davis‘ insistence. His main reason was that Linkin Park was a great band, with a large following, which would 
make for a great gig. Jonathan also had his own selfish reasons for wanting Linkin Park on the bill. Ever since 


they had met at The Grammy's earlier that year, and Chester had almost fucked Jonathan through the wall in 


the men's room, they had been inseparable. Their management was shocked at their relationship at first, but 
after all parties had sat down and discussed it, everyone was happy. Especially Jonathan and Chester. Even 
Fieldy and Joe were happy for them-which came as a shock to Jonathan. He was ready to see Fieldy hit the 
roof. Instead, he'd put his arm around Jonathan, and said: "If this is what makes you happy, then I'm fine with 
it. Chester's a cool guy, | like him. Go for it, HIV. H's about time that you were happy.” Jonathan stood there, 
stunned. Maybe old age was catching up on ‘ol Billfy boy. Munky was just as pleased for him, throwing his 
arms around him, and hugging him. And once the shock had worn off, Head and David were fine with it too. But 


those two were so laid back; everything just seemed to wash over them anyway. 


In the Linkin Park camp, things hadn't gone so swimmingly. Mike had an attack of jealousy, and ignored Chester 
for at least a month. Joe, Brad, Rob and Phoenix, however, had wanted all the gory details, and were mightily 
pissed off when Chester told them to mind their own business. They liked Jonathan, and the rest of the Korn 
guys, and looked forward to Jonathan's visits. Eventually, Mike came around to Jonathan and Chester's 
relationship, and would often joke about whether or not they'd let him join in some time. And both men would 
often be the butt of jokes when one of them went to the men's room. They weren't going to ever live that 


one down... 


Jonathan was going through some of his favorite Korn websites on his laptop. He'd logged on to the "KoRn 
MoRguE" forums, and was laughing softly to himself as he read through the last few days contributions. The 
members, he thought, were insane. Nice guys, would back each other up in a crisis, and give each other advice, 
but some of them were nuts. And even though he didn't know any of them, he really liked reading the posts 
from "Bagpipesaretheshit", "Boo", and "Waz Up", but especially from two of the most warped people he'd read 
posts from; "Jonathan's Angel" , and "Cat O'Nine Tails." . They seemed to have an unhealthy obsession with 
locking him in a dungeon-named "Cat's Dungeon'- chaining him to a wall, and doing some unspeakably kinky 
things to him. Mostly involving large amounts of chocolate ice cream, M € M's, Sprite, and thrashings if he 
didn't behave. He was almost tempted to e-mail the pair of them, just to see how kinky they could get. 
Sometimes he'd close his eyes, and imagine what would happen if "Cat" and "Angel" were to join in with him and 
Chester. Now that, he thought, would be fun. Just because he and Chester were seeing each other, didn't mean 
that they were gay. Neither man was averse to drooling over a beautiful woman, even though their tastes in 
that department were totally different. Chester preferred his women small, but curvy, almost delicate, with 
dark features. Jonathan liked, as he once put it "Amazons"; tall, with legs up to their armpits, and "huge ass 
tits". And both had no problem sitting down with the rest of the guys, and watching a porn movie-or two. In 
fact, Jonathan's collection of porno's was legendary, and extremely filthy. He liked his sex rough, dirty and 
nasty. Nothing was out of bounds-S € M, bondage, domination, you name it; there wasn't much that he hadn't 
done. This suited Chester down to the ground. He wasn't exactly a prude either, so he could quite happily live 
with Jonathan's perversions. 


The door to Jonathan's tour bus glided open, hissing slightly. "Hey, HIV? You there?", called Chester. "I'm back 
here,babes.",replied Jonathan, still reading the KoRn MorGue forums. " Anything interesting on the web?" , asked 
Chester, coming to stand behind Jonathan, and lazily running his hand across the small of his back. Jonathan 
chuckled. "Yeah, I'm just reading the forums on this website. They're warped fuckers! You should see what 


they've written about me in this thread! Although these two girls here seem to be able to turn any subject 
back around to me." , he smiled. "Really?" , smiled Chester, leaning forward to see why Jonathan was so 
amused. "Show me.". Jonathan scanned through the page, and came to a stop at one of "Cat O'Nine Tails" 
replies. "Look. One guy's busted me out of "Cats Dungeon" !" giggled Jonathan, pointing at the screen Chester 
let out a loud snort of laughter. "Oh, wait! "Cats" spotted you! And she's told "Angel"..oohh, they're bribing you 
back with mountains of M € M's, lakes of Sprite, and large amounts of porno's! They've even got cream to rub 
your sore ankle better!" , laughed Chester. Jonathan had a look of mock worry on his face. "What's the 
matter?" , asked Chester, puzzled. "I just hope that it's antiseptic cream, and not "Boo's" home made cream. 
That's just..well.Eeew." , Jonathan said. "You're spending too much time reading that site, baby." , smiled 
Chester, gently rubbing Jonathan's shoulders. "But you have to admit, its fun!" , replied Jonathan, who leaned 


complaining?" replied Chester, who gently kissed Jonathan. "Fuck, no. Where would the fun be in trying to fuck a 
prude? Wanna pass the handcuffs? Or are you interested in getting a thrashing?" Jonathan said sweetly. 


Munky made his way over to Jonathan's bus. He'd mislaid his copy of the itinerary for the next week of the 
four, and was wondering if HIV would lend him his. Mind you, Chester was bound to be there-he always was 
these days. It was like they were Siamese twins; permanently joined at the hip. Or should that be cock? Munky 
couldn't be sure. He couldn't help but be jealous sometimes, though. He'd loved Jonathan for what seemed like 
forever; in nearly every photo that had been taken of the band, he and Jonathan were standing beside each 
other. His favorite picture was of him and HIV sitting on a park bench, Munky's arms wrapped around 
Jonathan's shoulders, Jonathan's arm draped over his knee as he snuggled into him. And then there were the 
times when Jonathan was going through his panic attacks, along with drinking and doing large amounts of speed 
and cocaine. When Jonathan would be too afraid to get out of bed for days on end, and Munky would simply lie 
there and hold him, telling him that he loved him, and that everything would be okay. 


Munky had never thought of himself as bi-sexual. He was married with a 3 year old daughter, for god's sake. 
As far as he was concerned, there was nothing like the feel of a woman; nothing like listening to the lust filled 
sighs and erotic moans that could only come from a woman, and knowing that you were the one causing them. 
But Munky had often wondered what it would feel like to fuck a guy. But he was only interested in fucking one 


particular guy. Jonathan. But, now that Chester was on the scene, there was no chance of that happening... 


Jonathan and Chester were lying on Jonathan's bed, in the back of the bus, making out like two lb year olds. 
They didn't hear the door opening, nor did they hear Munky calling Jonathan's name softly. In fact they only 
noticed Munky when he kicked at the end of the bed, making the both of them jump. "Oil", said Munky, "Could 


you put each other down long enough to give me a loan of a tour itinerary? | lost mine; | think its on my bus. 


laptop. There should be one in there." Chester looked at Munky's ass, lustfully. He nudged Jonathan, and 


whispered in his ear. "Remember when you asked me if | had any.perversions?" Jonathan smiled. "Yeah Why?" 


easy to read? So, is there any one that you wouldn't mind sharing yourself with?" "There's one or two. Or 
three" smirked Jonathan. "But that's later on | think that you've earned yourself a thrashing, Chester." 
Chester feigned innocence. "Me? Why?" Jonathan pulled him closer, that primal look on his face that Chester 
loved. "You've got a filthy mind, Chas. Almost too filthy. It's about time that someone taught you how to 


Chapter 2 


That night's show was one of the best of the tour yet. Linkin Park's fans sang so loudly that they almost 
drowned out Chester's vocals. And thankfully, no-one noticed that Chester was walking slightly funny, due to 
the severe thrashing administered by Jonathan earlier that afternoon. Korn's set was amazing, the highlight of 
it being a very lust filled delivery of "My Gift To You" ,ending with Jonathan dropping onto his back, and rolling 
around the stage for the final part, his leather kilt hitched up around his thighs, and emitting some of the 
kinkiest sounds that most of the female audience had ever heard. Most of the girls who had braved the mosh 
pit stood there, their jaws open, drooling like idiots. Chester was at the side of the stage, drooling along with 
them, and trying to hide the erection that had appeared there. If this was any indication of what was in store 
for tonight, then he couldn't wait. Munky loved playing "My Gift to You" for exactly the same reason He'd 
given up on trying to explain why he found watching Jonathan rolling around the stage such a turn on. Maybe 
it was seeing his kilt rise up around his thighs, or maybe it was listening to him moaning, almost orgasmically, 
as the song reached its crescendo. Munky didn’t know why, nor did he care. He was just glad that Jonathan 


kept away from everyone for at least ID minutes, because he probably would've jumped him then 


Chester watched Korn's set from the side of the stage, with Dave Navarro of Jane's Addiction. Both men 
stood there, their jaws almost hitting the floor, their eyes filled with longing, and both of them trying to 
disguise their erections. Dave Navarro turned to Chester. "You lucky son of a bitch. You actually get to fuck 
his brains out on a regular basis, while the rest of us can only dream about it. Damn. Why wasn't | invited to 
the fucking Grammies?" he said, enviously. Chester smiled, smugly. "Now, now. Jealousy will get you nowhere." 
He looked at Dave, standing beside him. "You never know, Dave..tonight might be your lucky night." Dave stared 
at Chester, puzzled. "What's that supposed to mean?" asked Dave. Chester said nothing, as Korn made their 


Chester sat beside Jonathan in his dressing room. This was the one part of being on tour with his lover that 
Chester hated-Jonathan's I5 minute freak out, as he called it. Some nights Jonathan just sat there, in total 
silence; other nights he smashed up the dressing room. But nights like tonight were the worst. Jonathan was 
curled up in a ball on the large leather sofa, sobbing. It wasn't that he was upset or angry, or that he hadn't 
taken his Prozac; Chester would stand and watch him take it every morning. It was just that his performance 
was so intense that the only way that he could come down from his high was to either explode, or cry. And 
tonight, it was Jonathan's crying night. Jonathan's sobs subsided, and Chester pulled him into a hug. "Thanks 
Chester." sniffed Jonathan, snuggling into his lover's chest. "You okay?" asked Chester, wiping a lone tear from 
Jonathan's cheek. "I'll be fine." Jonathan smiled softly. "How's the ass? | noticed that you sat down very 
carefully there!" "I'll be fine. Nothing that you haven't trained me to handle." replied Chester. "By the way, HIV, 
we're having a..party tonight. On your bus. A very exclusive party." Jonathan looked at Chas. A smirk appeared 


whilst wiping his nose. "You weren't fucking kidding when you said that your favorite number was three, were 


you? Who's the other guest?" Chester playfully stuck his tongue out at Jonathan, "Not telling!" "Fucking 


begging you, keep it up." sighed Jonathan, exasperated. "Give me a reason to break out the hand cuffs and the 
whip.” "You mean that you actually need a reason to get them out?" "Right, that's it. I'm bringing out the ball 


teasing. "I'm quite sure that you'll shut me up," began Chester, "but | bet it won't be with a ball gag!" Jonathan 
growled, playfully. "Right. You asked for it, Bennington. C'merel" he said, and wrestled Chester onto the sofa, 
tickling him, and causing Chester to dissolve into a fit of hysterical giggles. "Okay, okay!" he gasped, trying to 
catch his breath, "Ill give you another clue! Three plus one. And that's all I'm saying! Now, can we go to your 
bus? Our guest is probably getting impatient. And you don't want to put him in a bad mood" 


Chapter 3 


Once again..don't know,don't own,work of fiction 


Chester and Jonathan made their way back to Jonathan's bus. Chester was really excited, and was finding it 
hard to contain. And the erection that had reappeared in his pants was becoming painful now. He couldn't wait 
to see how Jonathan would react to his little surprise. He was so horny, that he was finding it hard to think 
straight, and he was hoping that everything would go well. Although Jonathan wasn't the type to turn down a 
fuck; and the more twisted the situation the better. Jonathan, however, was nervously looking forward to this 
so called party. Secretly, there were only two things that he hadn't tried so far; a threesome (or a foursome; 
now that would be fun); and/or an orgy. He just hoped that whoever he or she was would be open minded 
enough to try anything. No matter how perverted it was. And if it made his beloved Chester happy, then all 
the better. Thank fuck for leather trousers; they were helping to disguise the raging hard on he was nursing 
in there. They finally reached the door of the bus. Chester held Jonathan's hand. "You're shaking. | take it 
you're nervous?" said Chester. "Believe it or not, this is one of the few things that | haven't done. I've sat and 
watched three lesbians screw each other's brains out, but I've never had a three ways. Half of me is looking 
forward to it, and the other half is scared shitless." "You've got nothing to worry about, baby." said Chester, 


soothingly, and kissed Jonathan's forehead. "I'll look after you... 


Jonathan pulled the door open, and the two men made their way down to the lounge area. Jonathan's jaw 


find guys attractive. Ask Anthony Kiedis. Who, by the way, is a fucking amazing kisser. He's got a very talented 
Tongue. Pity he's not into guys." There, on the large pull out bed, sat Dave Navarro. Jonathan almost shot his 


‘thing’ for Dave? | didn't. But you two are so alike that | thought that he'd like to join in" replied Chester. "That 
and the fact that he told me that he wished that he'd been invited to the Grammies." Jonathan stared at 
Dave, who, in turn, stared lustfully at Jonathan. Chester couldn't help thinking that he'd outdone himself this 
time. He had a feeling that this one was going to be even better that the two days he and Jonathan had spent 
in Las Vegas, when Jonathan had literally chained him to the bed and screwed him to within an inch of his life. 
Jonathan couldn't believe his luck Dave Navarro. Dave. Fucking. Navarro. From what he'd heard, Dave was just 
as warped as he was. Only this time he was going to see if the rumors were about his love of sadism were 


true. Between Dave being a sadist, and him with his love of domination, Jonathan almost felt sorry for poor 


Chester. Almost. 


Dave didn't waste any time with boring chit chat. He stood up, walked over to Jonathan and pulled him towards 


about it. Or are you chickenshit?" Dave returned Jonathan's knowing smirk He didn't say a word; he just gave 


Jonathan a hard slap with the back of his hand, busting Jonathan's lip open slightly. A small trickle of blood ran 


out of the corner of Jonathan's mouth, and Chester went to leap in between the two men. Before he could, 
Dave leant forward, and licked at the trail of blood, all the way up to the corner of Jonathan's mouth. 
Jonathan's body went rigid with want as Dave licked at his lips, and he found himself opening his mouth and 
letting his own tongue out to lap at Dave's, before they came together in an kiss of earth shattering 
proportions. It had to be, Chester thought, the single most erotic thing he'd ever seen. His dick began to throb, 
painfully, in his trousers, as he watched Dave and Jonathan kiss slowly. It was as if they wanted Chester to 


see every movement they were making. Jonathan pulled his mouth away from Dave's, and he heard Chester 


gasped Chester. Dave began to kiss his way along Jonathan's jaw line, and Jonathan threw his head back, 
exposing his neck to Dave. "My turn, Navarro." whispered Jonathan. He pulled Dave down towards his neck, and 
gently forced his face into the pale flesh that lay between his neck and shoulder blade. "Now, Dave, you're 
going to stay there, and show me how talented you are with your tongue. And if | feel your teeth once-just 
once-t'll teach you a lesson you won't soon forget. Got it?" said Jonathan, slowly, deliberately. Dave nodded, as 


he began to gently lick, suck, and kiss at one of Jonathan's erogenous zones. Jonathan smiled at Chester, and 


in towards him, and began to kiss him, deeply. 


Chester and Jonathan moaned, loudly, as their kiss became more passionate, and Dave reached up, pushing 
Jonathan's long black mane away from his shoulder, and began to caress the back of his neck. Jonathan's hips 
bucked upwards, where they were met by Chester's hand, as they gently cupped his hardness, and began to 
rub his erection through his leather trousers. Dave pulled at Jonathan's shirt, wanting it off. Meanwhile, 
Chester was trying to open the button at the waistband of Jonathan's trousers, whilst keeping up the 
pressure on his cock They broke away long enough for Jonathan to remove his clothing, before resuming their 
ministrations. Jonathan's brain had all but stopped functioning; all he knew was this felt good. Way too good. And 
why hadn't he done this before? Suddenly, he groaned out loud, as Dave began to lick and nip lightly at his 
ripple. "Oohh...shit.." he gasped. Dave kept up the pressure at Jonathan's chest, and his hand reached down to 
stroke Jonathan's shaft through his boxers. Chester had moved around to his back. He knew that any form of 


kissing, licking, sucking, and/or rough scraping on Jonathan's back would drive him insane. And Jonathan's 


at the top of HIV's back, gently biting it between feather light kisses and working his way down He stopped just 
above Jonathan's "KoRn" tattoo and then slowly licked all the way up his spine, to bite Jonathan's neck hard. 


Dave, meanwhile, was more interested in Jon's cock He'd heard all the stories about how Jonathan was hung 
like the proverbial horse, but he wanted to see if they were true. He ran his hands up and down Jonathan's 


sides, and, taking a tip from Chester, gently scraped his well bitten fingernails down them, making Jonathan's 


again, somewhat irked at Dave's tone of voice. “All in good time, HIV.....all..in.good..time..." Dave kissed his way 
down Jonathan's treasure trail, alternating between licking and sucking as he did so. He hooked the waist band 
of Jonathan's boxers with his thumbs and continued to kiss his way to Jon's cock, inhaling his scent. It was a 


mixture of sandalwood, sweat and, unmistakably, sex. Dave was ready and raring to go, his cock already slick 


with precum, and sticking to his own boxers. 


This, thought Jonathan, was torture. He wanted someone; anyone, to just throw him onto the bed and fuck him 
senseless. Usually, it was he who told Chester what to do, how to do it, where to do it, and when to do it. Now, 
the shoe was very definitely on the other foot. And Jonathan liked it. He noticed that Dave was looking up at 
him, as if he wanted him to answer him. Dave's fingers were lazily tracing small circles at the top of his 
thighs, and Jonathan could feel his legs shaking, he was so turned on. Add to that Chester beginning to stroke 
his entrance and Jonathan was all but ready to explode. Dave began to lick at the inside of his thighs, and 
Jonathan moaned again, pleadingly, calling out Dave's name. Dave smiled. "Got your attention now, have |?" he 
asked. Jonathan gasped as Chester began to lick him again, this time at the crack of his ass, delving in between 
his butt cheeks, and licking up in one long, slow stroke. Jonathan nodded, unable to say anything that might 
make sense. "Tell me;" asked Dave, "What exactly do you want me to do?" Jonathan tried to form a coherent 


answer. All that came out was a breathless gasp of "Suck..." Dave lifted a quizzical eyebrow, deciding to have 


sitting back on his heels, still teasing Jonathan by tracing circles on his thighs. Jonathan, at this point, was a 
quivering wreck; too fucking horny to care about what perverse surprises his lunatic lover had in store for 
him. "What would you think if | told you that someone wants to watch you get fucked and sucked?" said 
Chester. Jonathan was stunned. First it was a threesome; not that he was complaining, and now there was 
someone who wanted to watch him while he came? Normally, he'd have told Chester to go fuck himself, but at 
this stage in the game, he was too horny to give a shit. Jonathan nodded, out of his mind with lust, caring only 
about the two men that were pleasuring him. 


From behind the curtain that separated the bed from the rest of the bus emerged Munky. He sat at the edge 
of the small sofa, watching and waiting to see Jonathan put on his very own sex show for him. "So," continued 
Dave. "Where was it you wanted me to suck? Here?" Dave paused at the top of Jonathan's thigh, and licked his 
way dangerously near to Jonathan's impressive erection. Jonathan swallowed, and shook his head. 
"N..no..suck...d..dick." he managed to sigh. Munky wanted to join in there and then, but decided to see just how 
far HIV would let Chester and Dave go first. Dave pulled down Jonathan's boxers, and put his cock up to his 
lips. "Like this?" asked Dave teasingly. He flicked his tongue lightly over the sensitive head of Jonathan's length, 
bringing forth a sigh of lust mixed with desperation. The dominant part of Jonathan's nature resurfaced, and 


Dave's lips. Dave gagged slightly as Jonathan's dick almost choked him, but then moaned longingly, sucking and 
lapping at it. “That's more..like it..." groaned Jonathan, slowly starting to fuck Dave's bee stung lips. He gently 
pulled at Dave's hair, letting out a moan of joy at Dave's ministrations. 


Chester sucked on his finger, lubing it up, and then slowly entered Jonathan Jonathan moaned again, this time 
as Chester began to finger fuck him, trying to find his prostate. "How's that, baby?" whispered Chester, and 
Jonathan tried to back into Chester's probing digit. Dave grunted, and pulled Jonathan's dick back into his mouth 
by the hips. Jonathan began to swear with frustration. Chester tuted, disappointedly. "Someone needs to shut 


Jonathan's, swiping his tongue across Jonathan's lower lip. Jonathan moaned and granted Munky entrance. Their 
tongues slid across each others like wet silk, and Chester groaned, loudly. Why hadn't he thought of this 
earlier? More to the point, how the fuck was he going to top it? It didn't, it couldn't get any better than this. 


Meanwhile, Dave had begun to pump his own shaft in time with the strokes that he was using on Jonathan 
Jonathan grunted, the sound muffled by Munky's mouth on his. And Chester didn't know how much more he 
could take. All he wanted to do was bend Jonathan over the bed and fuck his brains out. Dave let Jonathan's 
dick slip out of his mouth, and he began to lick, suck and bite at Jonathan's chest. Jonathan almost cried at the 
loss of contact, the cold air hitting his cock, making him shiver slightly. Munky maneuvered himself in front of 
him, and ground his erection into Jonathan's dick. "Fuck.Munky... suck." sighed Jonathan, his hips bucking 
upwards. Munky fell gracefully to his knees, and wrapped his lips around Jonathan's cock. 


Chester stopped his ministrations on Jonathan's back, figuring that he'd done enough to drive him crazy. He 


leaned into Jon's ear and whispered, "Wanna fuck?" Jonathan threw his head back and moaned. "| 


ready.....°" It was all Jonathan could do to nod his reply. 


Chester eased his way into Jonathan, bringing forth a cry of pleasure as Jonathan's cock was pushed further 
into Munky's warm mouth. Munky groaned, and fumbled with the waistband of his trousers, trying to free his 
aching erection The resulting moan from Munky made Jonathan cry out Chester's name as the vibrations 
caressed his cock. Chester's thrusts became more powerful, more urgent. Chester began to talk dirty, 
something he hadn't done with Jonathan before. "You like that, Jon..You like having my dick rammed into you, 
don't you?" he growled. Jonathan whined, his head thrown back in total bliss. Chester pulled at the mane of 
black hair that streamed down Jonathan's shoulders, and Jonathan called out for him. "You're a slut, Davis, you 
know that?" Chester carried on. He was really getting into this dirty talk now-and so was Jonathan. He became 


more vocal, alternating between deep, demonic growls, loud, erotic moans, and all but screaming out for 


Chester, Munky, and Dave. 


A sharp stinging slap on his ass roused Jonathan from total mental overload. "Did you hear me, Davis?" gasped 


Chester, trying to catch his breath between thrusts. Jonathan moaned, and replied "W..what?" "| said, you're a 


deep throated Jonathan again, and his hips bucked into Munk's mouth, making Munky moan loudly. Munky's hand 
went down to caress his cock, already leaking profusely, and he pumped it in time with both his rhythm and 


harder this time. Chester's voice deepened, became angrier. "I said...do you want it?" Jonathan didn't think that 
he could take anymore. Munky had shocked him; he couldn't believe how good he was with his mouth. And Dave 
certainly wasn't disappointing him, as he covered him with red, raised bite marks. But the new, improved 


Chester was unreal. This whole scenario was going to get him horny in an instant. Jonathan moaned again. 


Jonathan screamed again as Munky increased the suction around his dick. "Okay..| want you to..fuck me..hard.... 


"And? How much do you want it?" asked Chester, edging closer to Jonathan's entrance. "Like.you 


nearly crying, he just wanted to cum, to feel so happy and filled that it hurt. Without any warning, Chester 
slammed back into Jonathan, hard, pushing him into Munky, who moaned loudlyMunky went to pump his cock 


clamped down, almost vice like, on Chester's cock, and Chester moaned, calling for Jonathan as he came deep 
inside him. Munky gave a muffled howl of joy, as Jonathan finally shot his load, streaming powerfully down 
Munky's throat. Chester slipped out of his lover, and he put his arms around Jon, trying to hold him up. 
Jonathan's limp cock slid out of Munky's mouth, and Jonathan finally collapsed onto the bed, exhausted Post 
orgasmic tears of joy rolled down his face and Chester held Jonathan, stroking his hair. "We really should do 
something for Munky, HIV." Like.what?" panted Jonathan, trying to get his breath back. "Well, he wants to cum 
so bad; why don't you help him? It's the least you could do for him, since he did such a good job of helping 
you out?" Munky's cock was throbbing, and he looked at Jonathan, begging him to suck him off. 


Jonathan smiled and looked at Chester. "You know what I'd really like to see? Why don't you suck him off? Show 


him how good that lip ring of yours feels?" Munky stared at them both, and his hand drifted down to his dick. 
He was so turned on, so horny, that he didn't care who did what to him, just so long as he came. Jonathan and 
Chester moved towards Munky. Jonathan licked Munky's lips, and Munky opened up, letting him in. Jonathan 

sighed, and broke away just long enough to say; "I can still taste myself off of you, James. Tell me, did | really 
taste that good?" Munky gasped as Chester took him into his mouth, his tongue swirling around James’ swollen 


sighed Jonathan, his breath hot against Munky's ear. Chester ran his tongue up along the underside of Munky's 
dick, making Munky moan quietly. Then Chester took all of Munky's length into his mouth, his infamous lip ring 


neck. "It feels good when he licks at the top of your cock, too...” 
Chester smiled around Munky's length, and he knew what Jonathan was up to. Chester licked gently at the 
sensitive head of his dick, and Munky threw his head back, clutching at the sheets, and moaning loudly with 


pleasure. 


Munky's hips bucked upwards, making his dick almost bang into Chester's tonsils, and Chester groaned. 


Jonathan's breathing became heavier, almost panting. 


Chester reached up, and waved his hand in front of Jonathan's mouth. Jonathan smiled, and took Chas' fingers 
in to his mouth. He sucked greedily at them, the sight making Munky moan longingly. Jonathan let Chester's 
fingers slip from his lips, and sighed. "They wet enough now?" 

Chester grunted, as he deep throated Munky. Munky howled, clutching at the sheets again. "Oohh..Chas..he's 


enough to practically swallow Munky whole, he put his lubricated finger into Munky's entranceMunky squeaked, 
and then moaned loudly as Chester stroked his prostate. Jonathan began to kiss at Munky's neck, and sucked at 
a pressure spot, making Munky gasp. 


Munky's head began to swim. Between Chester sucking his dick, and Jonathan kissing his neck, Munky was so 
turned on that he wasn't even on this planet anymore. He tensed up, feeling his climax come roaring through 
his body. Jonathan and Chester smiled, as Munky let rip with a stream of random swearwords, and calling out, 
breathlessly for both of them. Chester and Jonathan broke away from a panting, sweating Munky, and stood 
beside him. 


"Y'know," started Jonathan, "if this is your idea of an after show party, Chas, we gotta go on tour more 


